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"PHE WOUNDED HUSS AR. 


Lone ta the banks of the dark retfirig Danube, 
fair Adelaid hied when the battle was ober; 


- O whither. ſhe ſaid; haſt thou wander'd my lover | 


or here doſt thou welter and bleed on the ſhore. 


5. What voice did I benr! *toas my Henry that ſigh's, 


all mournful he hatter'd, nor wander'd afar, 
When bleeding ane on the heath,” ſhe de ſcried, 
by the light o' the moon her poor wounded noffär. 


From bis boſcm that heav'd the laſt torrent wee 
ſtreaming, 

and pale was his viſage, lon mark'd. with a ſcar, 

oy dim was that eye once expre ſively beaming, 


that me! ted i in dove avd that kindled i in war, 


31 ben fmit wes poor Adelaid nf heart at the ſight, 
bew bitter (he. wept o'er the victim of war; 
"Bit thou come thy ok, e we laſt forrowſul 
Ph night, * 


"to. cheer the lone N 44 kufar. 
Tn ſhalt live, The rep! 5 5 Heaven's mercy re- 


eving. 
exc an zuiſhing wound Mal! ſbrbid me to mourn, 
b the eng in my tofom is beaving, 
no light of the mern fall to Hlemy return, 


"Thou tharmer of life, cer tender and! true, 
ye hebes of my love that zweit me afar; 

His favit\rirg 12 ercely murmur'd Adicy ' 
whe de funk in ber Seng the por, e 
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AGA L MA CHREK 


1 Ama young lover that's ſorely oppreſs'd, + 
Enthralld. by a fair one and can and no reſt ; 
Her name I' not men: ion, thongh wounded I be, 
By Cupid's keen arrow. for Gragal ma Chree, 


When firſt I beheid this ſemale moſt fair, 
My eyes were eclipſed by beauty % rare; 

By her killing glances ſhe fo enchanted me, 
la'zngaiſh Vil languiſh Yor Gragal ma Chree. 


Her lips are like coral, her cheeks like the role, 
Her {kin is like lilies, and eyes black as loesz”; 
She is handſome and proper in every dagtee, 
No female can equal tweet Gr agat ma Ch $ 


But her cruel parents were ſharp and enkiad, 
I dur/t not attempt to diſcover my mind; 


My grief to reveal for that ſweet loyely the, x "Xo 
Aud my poor ugaft 's bleeding far Gragal ma Chrees F 
O had I poll=(fion of Ne viaz· oa ſtore, 5 | 2 


With Break zduff's ireaſure, way it ten times more 
And wealth of great Demure, I'd part with it moit's 
Diſdaining all riches for Gragal ma Chree. yoo 


I propos'd to tell that ſweet innocent dove, |” 
Ail-by-a fond letter that ſhe wis my lare, 
Expecting that evening with pl-afyre to fon, FN 
Same finepalk of love from {'wect Gragal bann N 


Bat the cruel villain which I did entruft, 
hall men breathing, im ſore he is the wort 
or be prov'd a decerver, aud traitor to me, 

© erer gars the lettef do Grag m Catee. 
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Straightway to ber father he went out of hand, 
And gave him my letter as I underſtand z 
When the old man did read it, be ſwore bitterly, 
He would alter the caſe with ſweet GragalmaChree. 


He ſaid to his daughter with a frightful diſdain, 
Hete is a love letter from your darling ſwain; 
S8o never deny it, it's plain you may ſce, 
He titles you here his ſweet Gragal ma Chree. 


His lovely ſweet daughter ſhe fell on her knees, 
Saying, Honoured father, pray do as you pleaſe 
For if by wild horſes T tortured mould be, 

- I ner will deny 'm his Gragal ma Chree. 
„A borfe'was made ready without more delay, 
Lo ſome foreign country ſhe was ſent away ; 


Ibo I hase been ſearching this whole country, 
I never could hear of ſweet Gragal ma Chree. 


* 


Vo Tin traval fair Ireland all round, 


— — my 
— =_ 


"oF In hopes that in ſome part my love may be ſound ; 
Aud if 1 dow't find her, mourn conſtantly, 


THE ANSWER. - 


li - H Ard byaclear river in the fweet month of May, ; | 
& In fearch of my trueJove-I happꝰned to-flray, | 


1 heard a young damſel there loudly complain, 
In forrow: for parting from ber darling ſwain- 
O cruel parents wherever you be, 
I bat banich'd my darling ſweet Jamie from me, 
No other man breathing my favour ſhall gain, 
But che pride ol all Nature's my ohn datling fwain. 


3, And my laſt dying words will be Gragal ma Chree. 
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. rh lotiely wild deſarts So bills Pit raves; N 
To wild birds an fiſhes I will make my moan, 
Al cher and grandeur I now will diſdain, 


Tyro' the world I will wander formy darling ſwain. 


His breath is more ſweet than the roſes in June, 
His eyes ate like diamonds,or the orbs oſ the moon, 
His ſkin's like clear amber juſt come fromthe mine, 
He's cut up to perfection my own darling ſwain. 


My love he is propar, he is tall; and he's ttim, 
There's none in the world that can equal with him; 
O all forrow and trouble I'll endure without pain, 
Was I ſure to meet with my own darling wan. 


My father be thought then his point for to ain, 
By parting his daughter from her darling ſwain z 
But now ſor to vex him I ever will be 


Jamie" true and eouſtant young Gragal ma Chree, - | 
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Tas Brave ADMIRAL LOCKHART. . 8 


E ſons of the ocean, who're ſtrangers to fear, 5. 


On board of the Shrewſbury quickly repair, 
Brave Lock bart commands her, rejoice every Tart 


Fer Lockbart commanded the Tartar laſt war, mm 
-  Heartsof oak are our ſhips, jolly Tarsareour men, -M 


We always are 2 | 
Steady, boys, ſteady, -  - 
We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again, 


His cenduct and valour we all mult coufeſs, 
Aud Britons exult in the hopes of ſucceſs 3 
Tue enſigus of Lewis great Lockhart will mar, 


win. For Lockbart we know was a Tartar laſt war. 
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2 3 6 We ld wm EET 
Ma kingneſs ang trienduip each boſom refine, 
Nor civil dillenhon; deten our dchen z: 
| The dread nam of Drake makes the French quack 
rp" with fear, + {laſt war. 

' Join'd with Lockhart who fought in. the Tartac 
— Steelyout he arts with revenge e' erthe battle'sbegun, 
Well trim the Soup Meagres, tho? fifteen to one, 
Then ſhall. the Carnatic's rich fraught from afar, 

Each hero reward for the toils of the wat. 


 Hafle, baſtealTon board, ſeethe wind now is fair, 
- Hoill the flag of Britannia aloft in the air x 

„ May te ſpirit of brave Lockhart inſpite every Tar, 
Great Loskban who fought in the Tartar laſt war. The 
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WW WUD TOAUEL SS SOLE en 
| LOVE IN MY POCKET. [And 
| | {Ow all pretty maidens, I pray-now. proceed, | the 
1 4 Pray now give attention to What I ſhall read, flow 
Dont eredictheſe yovag men, for they will you praiſe 1 ane 
Pie Dein binaſelt can't be more fobliſh than theſe, Put C 
„ 3 2 to 
| : LDhey woo you, & ſooth you, & ſwear they you love, I ; 
Aud che very vert moment incouffaut will prove, I f 
but whea they go from you, they hel you in corn, Jang x 
bY It's apity ſueh young men mould ever be born. whe 


= + Dheyl-pall of their hatg/as they you paſs by, Refga, 
WW - They bow with their bodies, && wink-with one eye, 14 
But when they go from you, they'll make it appear, e fm. 
tie belt they have for you is a ſcoff and a jeer. and 


once had a ſweetheart, to me he prowd kind, Four 
Bat now Vig informs he has changed his mind f. 
Does be think Fü, gtieve ſot bim, vo, no, not h, wel 
For Ha cgfelred om athet to yr. i do be 
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Tye lore | in my pos. bat none in my bent, 
I ſet wy heart ligbt, and give every one part; 
Come take me, or leave me, or elſe let me 

So teli me at once, will vou have me or A 8 


Now I will live fingle, and be better content, 


Although Um deprived, I will not yet lament ;: 


Thefe direchions I bad from bright Venus above, 
{AA he told me it was but a folly to love. 2 
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- H E WEDDING DA Y.. 
WW HAT virgin or fh-pherd,.in ws groves, 


wiil enyy my innocent lays 5 
The ſong of the heart, and the offopri ding lere, 
when ſung in M Corydon's praiſe. 
G ef brook-and olet brake as he biet to the bow'r, 
bow lightſomt mp fhopherd can trip; | 
And fure when of tove he deferibes the ſoſt 8 
the honey+derw drops from bis lips. And, etc. 


How Tweet is the primroſe, and violet how lotet, | 
and ſweet is the eglantine breaze, 7 

But Cory0on's kiſs when by anoonlight we meet, 

to me is far ſweetgr than theſe. 

dun at bis raptüres, I hear all his vos, 

I ſigh when J offer 0 peax ; 

nd with what delight my fond boſom Cone 2 

when I feel the Toft touch of his cheek. et. 


eſpablive end thrill de the notes. from abe wa 
let the pipe throuph the village reſounT'; 
e-miles in each face, O ye. wu cg te-day, 
and nig the bells merrily round + . 
[our favours prepate my compgions with weed, 
aft me. my bluſhgs © hige,, 8 
twelve month ago on this day Þ reed, ea 
to be "7 toy” 4 n er. 4 And, ete. . 
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. FATHER DENNIS'S COMFORT. 


OU areold, Father Dennis, the young manſai 
3 your tocks.that are left, are quite grey; WM 
Tos arc kale, Father Dennis, a bearty old man; 
| F now tell me the reaſon, I pray. | 


s of wy youth, Father Dennis 793 


_ ê— vw 


Tx. wot-ray; health nor ny Aga | 
| hom ne lai, 2 


"You ed Either Dare 


T che Fon an Laid 4 
5 and pleaſures with yvurh pa e 

„ n et you regret not the days that e güne, « 
1 . bon wel we the reaſon, I fr. 

* "In the deys of my yeuth, Father Dennis reply'd, 

E e that youth could not laſt; 


Fi or the faturr whatever I did. | 
char H nerer tight rice forthe „ 


7 25 5 * are ald, Father Denny: "the . 
and hte mut de baſte mag ay, } 
Tan % Chearful, za love to converſe pen erat 


ow 11 me tlie xetforg Sprays... 1 
2 ee ee Peer avis bu. | 


let the cauſe thy attentiga-engage 4 
. the days gi my zoutb, 1 3 Gon 


| pe” and — — ugh To 8 0 oy. Nr 


